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;  CLORINDY'S STURY.

Bow It Really Oame to an Bad
at Last

“You'll nee’ om up thers ou the bridge
in about ben minutes, ™ said M. Haonak
Sietson. rocking slowly beck nid forth
in ber little yollow rocker, as sbe lald
down ber knitting & moment 1o sbads
her eyen while looking in that direc-
thon. “I've got »o in the habit o
watehin' for ‘em that | find myself
sort o' worryin' when they dou't appear,
an’ cale’latin that Clovindy must be

Tinthe of
my “Lisbeth.

“Well, nobady o' poscd they'd be mar
risl short of & he pewt
spring. bal we pretty
frecly on thal, an' lald car plass ae-
ourdin’. For instaser, | turned the
breadiis of my black silk, so's to bave
I in readiness, an' Mis' Fisher did the
same thing with ber gray. Sosan Puol
lard bought & new wresth for her bun-
8L, ‘stead o waltin' Ul the next spring,
which would have been more thrifty.
But the spring sn' summer csmne as'
wesl Then we ﬂl-o':‘r—i ahe
preforred the cool o' the bt that
cumte spd weni, 100 People then com-
wenced o talk, an’ show more nterest
an’ ssk more pinted gquestions than

sick or somethin’. 1 don't worry much

tough enough for a whole mgiment

{his tongue, too. But Sually it leaked
But, then, | don't s'pose they 've minsed | .0

i've twas

the store as anybedy: but e could
n't give me the least idee of what was |

always suspicioned

the matter with Clorindy. Men don

mestin’ up there ln summer Wore's & | Clorindy’s mothor that told it soein’ |scom to have any carryin’ power in

doton Umes the past four years: 88° | gy was most likely to know, sn' has | thoir beads sbout slckness an’ such |
they keep It up pretty late in the fall, | iwurs been such s perfact sieve abe | things, although 1 knew El'd beard all | pouris the spectators guse anxiously a1

11 you'll believe me, I'veseen "em | uidn't keep & scoret over night to | the partic'lars from his wife
up there in the winter with the snow |

the wind blowin' |

| TheS

an the ground, an'
Clorindy s ¢lothes all around her while
shie stooed there s guiet un' meok os a
lamb

save herselfl ™

“Well, now, Elviry, what do you
#'powe twns? What do you »'pose has
kep' Clorindy snd Jabe apart these four

You might liken Jabe 10 the | vogre an' yet brought ‘em nesrer to-

shearer. There they be!” and M | ooiher gif the time, as it were?

Steton stepped 10 the end of the poreh,

followed Ly her friend and wvisitor, | for the most plausible resson, and then |

| whispered hoarsely: “Jealousy. "
8 rowantic turn of mind, sithough |

Miss Elvira Woudhouse, who, being of

Miss Elvira searehod hor mind wildiy

“Nonsense™  sald Mrs  Stelson;

some What seared and withersd by thwe, | sy in't nothin’ but an old plig-sty and

took a lively interest in the matter
“Poor dear”™ continued Mrs. Stetson,

! barn.”

“Yeu" continued the narrator, satis

after guszing mournfully st the eouple | g 4 with the effsct she had produced,

for & moment, and shaking ber head
slowly us ahe resumed her sast; “an’
that's all she's got. after waltin®' more'n
four yoears for that grest fool of a Jabe
Hutching: a pleee o' bare rock 10 see
him on. an' not the lenst chance ©° his
over marryin’ her—or rather her ever
warryin’ him."

Miss Elvira coughed alightly, and
gave o little sigh.

“Hut there,” sald Mrs Sietson, “1
promised to tell you aull about it, El-
viry. from the very beginnin’; and here
I'm commencin’ at the very endin’, as
you might say. But it's all owin' to
wy not bein’ able to bring my mind to
bear on your bein' a stranger in these
parts. It seems sort o' queer to think
o soybody's livin' an' pol knowin
Clorindy's story. 1°1l just turn my
chalr ronnd so's not to see Jabe Huteh-
fine.  He kind o' riles me up so."

“Clorindy ain't much to look at now;
but {f you could have seen her wsl
vsedd to, with her cheoks as red as
roses, un' her blue eyes bright an’
shinin', you'd never forget it, but kind
o' still put the red checks in the place
of her pale ones, an’ the shinin’ eyes in
the place of her sad ones, just as 1 do
Clorindy ain't but twenty-wight now,
an' of courss that sin't old  1f she'd
married she'd have been ealled a young
woman now, but as long as she didn't
she seems likesort of an old maid, an’
yet not exactly lke ome, neither, ua
she sayx she still expeots to marry
Jabe.

**Clorindy used to have ever so many
followers fromthe time she was soven-
teen or thereabouts, an' we used to
cale’late among ourselves that she'd
take first this one, an' then that one;
partic'larly Hiram Scott's son, who
wis the likelliest voung man around,
an' just rondy to sat Clorindy up with
his eyes when she sung in the cholr,
But she let 'om all go, one after anoth-
or, an' just when we was gettin® all
pretty diseouraged at the way she was
poin' on, she appeared at meetin’' on a
Sunday mornin’ with Jabe Hutohine
Ulorindy looked so happy an' Jabe set
80 like & bump on a log at her side, that
we all koew what it meant. My,
wa'n't we surprised!”  Mm  Stetson
dropped her wark in her lap while she
looked absently ut the distant hills,
and seomed to see the bright young
faco in the pew st church,

“But that wias four years ago,” she
econtinued.  “*We all erowded round
her after meetin' was over to try an'
suy somethin' pleasant on her aceount
an' her mother's  But ‘twas awful
hard work. Not but what everybody
liked Jabe:; 1 don't s'pose he bhad an
enemy in the world, exeept himself; an'
that was just the trouble, You liked
bhim becasuse you eonldo’t help your
self, considerin’ his sweetness o' dis
position, an' nlso 'eause it wa'n't worth
while doin’ anything else. Althongh 1
was feelin’ like death, I couldn't help
smilin' to myself for the life o' me to
hear all those people sayin® the same
thing to Clorindy—‘Jabe's awful good-
natured, anyhow,' in the perlitest man-
ner possible, an' yet sort o' helpless,
too. ws if they felt they wa'n't quite
doin' their duty by her.” Mrs Stet-
son luughed gently, and then, after
shooing the hens off the poreh with her
apron, und inquiring anxiously of her
friend if she was “‘pufickly comfort-
able,"” resumed her discourse.

“Well, guess we didn't any of us do
very much talkin' the next few weeks
except about Clarindy an' Jabe. We
kep' ut that stiddy."

“There, they're a-settin’ down now,"
interrupted Miss Elviea, “un’ be's tak-
in' her hand."

“Yes, I dare say; | know all their
motlons,” sald Mrs. Stetson, dryly,
without turning around. “But I've got
to hurry up with this story if 1 expect
to finish it before candletime.”

“Clorindy an’ Jabe commenced right
off to use that ridge as a meetin'-place,
Most likely because it was just half-
way between their two houses, an'
then it always gave o good view of the
settin’ sun.  Dear, dear! how I used to
sot and watch for "em evoery night, just
10 see Clorindy in her clean, light cali-
<o, lookin', as 1 knew, so fresh an’ pret-
ty in the face (although I couldn't see
that from this distance), an’ Jabe a-
holdin' himsell as straight ss could be,
an'  prouder, too. They always
kisscd eonch other when they met,
aun’ then they'd chat for awhile; an'
very often they'd hold each other's
hand, just s you see 'sm do now.
Folks might think I'd been kind o
spyin’ "om ull these years, but it sin't

#o; only that I'm = lonely old woman,
au’ they mode company for me—be-

“pwas just that an' nothin' more. It
scems that Clorindy asked Jabe, just
aftor they was enguged, when he was
goin' to fnlsh that pig-sty, paint his
barn, an' fix up the place generally;
an’ he answers in his easy way: ‘Oh,
before long: there ain't no hurry.” But
be never totobed them. Clorindy didn't
suy nothin' more about it, but walted
almost a year, an’ then told him she
wa'n't willin' to be married till they
was attended to. You see, she knew
Jabe just as well an' better'n most
folles by that time, sn’ mistrosted that
if they wa'n't fixed before she became
his wife, they never would be. They
say Jabe's never thought she was on-
rensonable in the matter; leastwise
he's never sald so.  Still, time went on,
an' the pig-sty wa'n't finished, sn’ the
new bam ‘stead o lookin' piney an'
fresh, commenced to look gruy an'
black. (You can see it over there, El-
viry, If you'll look sharp; behind that
elum tree.) There always seomed to
be a somethin® "to kep' that fellow
back from finishin' 'em, an’ doin’ the
other jobs round the farm —doar knows,
be's always been shiftless enough,
though! Either he couldn't get just the
kind o' boards he wantedgto finish the
pig-sty, or else he couldn't succeed in
findin' the right shade o' red to
paint that barn with. But when 1
hoerd tell how he'd sold all o' hin pigs,
un' then told Clorindy: *Of course, there
wau'n't any use in havin' a pig-sty when
you hadn't any pigs to put in It," 1
thought 1 should die a-laughin’, al-
though 1 was just us mad as conld be
all the time. There was a lot of other
excuses that 1 ean't rec'leet just this
minute; but Clorindy's never nceopted
any of 'em, sn' although she's been
firm un' kep' to her word, she been
just as kind mn' gentls to Jabe, an’
clung to him the same as though he
wis o man Lo be leansd on.  But it's
waore on hordrondfol.  Oh, Elvley! just
think how she must love him! She
muskt find in him somethin’ that none
of us enn see ™

Both women wiped their eyes, and
there was o silenee while they looked
at the couple on the ridge.

“I wish I was near enongh to see an'
hear ull that's been goin' on up there,”
snld Miss Elvira.

Two weeks had pussed and Mrs. Stet-
son stood on her front porch looking
unxiously up the road. “1f Elviry don't
come protly soon,” she murmured to
herself, “1 shall just bust. Cats wre
protty gpood compuny,” she contipued,
os the buff cat rubbed himself vigor-
ously agninst her, “an' hens are awful
knowin', but there comes times when
you feol as though you wanted o fel-
low-creature to talk to. Well, there!
if that ain't Elelry now, walkin' as
though nothin' hadn't happened!” and
hastily swooping hens and eat off the
porch, Mrs Stetson went forward to
meet her friend. There was un air of
suppressed excitement und determing-
tion about her and an intensity of ex-
pression ns she peered over her glasses,
which made all superfluous conversa-
tion. such as a greeting, seem ont of

lace.

Miss Woodhouse's tragic form sank
on the first step as she whispered:
‘“Honnnh Maria Stetson, whao's dead?’

“Now, Elviry Woodhouse, if you'll just
get up, an' come an’ sot in this little
rocker I've got ont for you, I'll tell you
sbout the gow's-on sence you left,”
was the firm reply. “Somethin’s hap-
pened thut's worth talkin® about,

“1 don't wish to seem onkind. Elvi-
ry," she continued after they wore
seated; “for my not askin you how
you left the follks don't mean that 1
haven't got any interestin ‘em. If you
don’t  say nothin', T'll understand
they're all alive, an' that Uncle Joe's
rheumatiz is, us usual, ‘middlin'.' But
I've been holdin' myself in so, now for
two doys, waltin® for you, that I must
talk about somethin’ tlse. Dear! denr!
—an' to think that we was settin' here
only two weecks ago to-night, an'
wutchin® 'em on the ridge, and talkin®
about 'em just as though nothin' was
goin’ to huppen.™
“Then it's about Clorindy 7" suggested
Misa Elyira.

“Of conrse it's about Clorindy an'
Jabe, Elviry; didn't 1 tell you before?
“Yes, it's made a good deal o' talk,"”
continued Mrs. Sietson, looking reflec-
tively at the ridge. “I'm wonderin’
whether they'll go up there to-might
same's ever. But there! 1 want to tell
you all about it

It was two mornin's ago that I was
settin' out here shellm’ peas for dinner

(¢wo quart pickin's from the

they vouldn’t get her warm nohow,’ an
then. the next minute, that she was

I tried o pin him down to somelhin’
but "twa'n't no use.  Finally, he got al
muddied, an’ commenond seratehin’ hiy
head, an’ tryin' o make out he reck
oned ‘twas the "measles’ When El
commences seratehin® his bhead, wyou
may kuow there lan't any use talkin® «
bim any lomger: so, ‘s soon's 1'd done
shellin® my peas, 1 put my hat on an
went over to Clorindy's

“There lay Clorindy on the bed,
loo'tin’ so pale and slek, just as H ahe
was all tuckered out, an' wa'n't vever
goin' 1o get up again. Her mother sed
ut her side with & cumphire bottle &t
one haod sn' a vinegor bottle in the
other; which she was applyin’ to Clor
indy's nose promisc'oun. 1 declare, W
just went to my heart to see her a
doin’ that, an' not & smell o' boneset

knows the least about slekvess knows
bhonesct’s the thing Lo give, no medter
what's the trouble.” Here Mra Stet-
son twitched the stocking and then
looked pliyingly st it, as though she
had Cloriudy's mother before her. *l
didn’'t say nothin’, but I'd taken the
precantion to bring s swmall basket of
medicines with me, an' 1 ean tell you,
it didn’t take me long to whip out that
boneset an' go into the kitehen an'
muke a good, strong cup o' tes which
I give to Clorindy immedinte. Then |
set down and Inguired what was the
mutier. "

“Well, it does take you to know how
to do things,” said Miss Elvira, sdmir
ingly.

“1 do eale'late to know somethin
about sickness,” answered Mrs Stet
son, placidly. “Clorindy's mother sald
the best she could express it was tosay
that Clorindy seemed to go all 1o ploces
the mornin' before, Those were her
very words, ‘all to ploces’
just kep' her bed; but when It came
time to o to meet Jabe, sz nsual, abe
tried to struggle up, an’ seemed awful
disappointed when she found she was
s0 weak she couldn’t stir, So she
turned her face toward the west win-
dow, an’ Iny there with that wistful
expression on her face she's had so
much lately. She was lyin' there just
the same when | first see her but she
turned her eyes on me onece when I en-
terod with such a longin', guestionin’
look., 1 knew what it meant; so, 's
soon's | had o chanee, 1 drew her
mother inte the ocloset, an’ says:
‘Husn't he been here™ Awn' she only
shoolt her hend and swallowed hard.

“Well, we did everything we could
for Clorindy. 1 dou't kuow's we left a
single stone upturned, workin' over her
ull the time. We tried a-sweatin® her,
un’ soakin’ her feet in mustard water,
un’ lots of other things; but nothin'
seemed to do any good. 1 think she
grew weaker, If anythin', an' finally
begged to be just let alone. So we
tidied her up, nn' fixed her as comforta-
ble us we could, propped up on pillows,
so's she could eateh a glimpse o' the
ridge when the wind blew the branches
npart.  Then ber mother an' me sot
still, for thers wa'ntnothin® more to do.

“S0 the time went by: but when it
came toward sunset, we both noticed
how big her cyes were growin', an’
now an' then a teur'd run down her
cheek. I was watchin' her pretty
¢lose, thinkin® pny moment she might
foint away, whon I seen her lean for-
ward a little, an' the nex' thing 1
knew, Jabe had bust inte the room a-
wavin' a paint-brush, an' eallin’ out;
‘Oh, Clorindy! the pig-sty's all finished,
nn' the burn's painted o beautiful wed
His elothes was all eovered with paint,
but he went right down wside o' thu
bed, an' pot his arms clesn round
Clorindy, an' they both eried lke two
children. Then he sat an' held her
hand while he told us how he'd been
workin' more stiddy on 'em lately, an'
thot when he heard Clorindy was sick,
he mude up his mind he wouldo't look
her in the faoce till they was both fin.
ished, an' the other joba about the
plnce.  An' he'd only finished the barn
Just that minute. Then he says:
*Clorindy, when 'll you marry me?
An' she says: ‘To-morrow, Jabe." Then
he kissed hor an’ went nway,
me Uever sus
picioned she'd be able to even gev up
short of a week, but her strength
seomed to come back all of o suddent.
“They was married this afternoon st
the minister's house; un' COlorindy's

“There be now!” suddenly ex-
claimed Miss
Hand in hand, Clorindy and Jabe

Firsk | the name of thelr horse, as i they
[ be wald she'd got “chills all over, an

‘burnin’ up with fever” an' be sontra-§ gar gt the qaarter!” A curse. s groan.
dicted himsel! twioe, about sore throat. | “Jlensioe second’

ten in the hoase, when anybody whe |

tie “Falmouth third!™
A low murmur of approval breaks
| the allence, for Benzine s the favo-ite,
and of course carries the most money
With faces pale as death and beating

could see the race on the blackboard

ot listen’
! Tic-tic — tle=tic —tiestio-tic. “Belshas
Fairmouth third!”

A growl goes up Scowls appear
upon the faces of the diagasted specta-

r\ﬂﬂm.* .l A RAQE 3Y TELEGRAPHM, A LADY'S GREEN BOMNNET.
—ﬂ-ﬂ.-‘":h_ [ g — [ S ———
have & little chat sbout orope am' -........_. P -t—-.—

eburch mattors. | s'pose weo'd been | Tiethe—tio-tio—thetio—tie Dering the in Fraces of the
talkin’ ‘s much e twesty minebw| “They're pff st Latouia™ the oper ' allied forees of to break the
when Bl says:  “Too bad “bout Clorise  gior cries. and the bettors’ bearts stand first Napoleon's prwer, Fleld Mardhal
dy” {1 1o tell you, Elviry, thet T guin Blacher was attacked by & arvore di-
hada't seen ber on the cidge the nlght | Which horse will it be? | onne of his epes, which hindered hiw |
before. aithough Jabe wuited for her | 4 pool-reom in Kew York city is the from taking bis soeastomed part in his |
some time; aa’ I'd been kind o worry- place whers this rase s “on tap” srmy's movements Whils s Chalons |
Io' over senoe.) 8o when he sald thal,  where by the aid of the \elegraph and he was on the point of leaving the |
of course | was all alive to know what -nﬂnm shouler one &rmy Lo gu o Drussels to seek & dovtor's
was the maiter. Well mon are cur'ss a0 o imagine bhimself at the sdvice The most urgont remonstrances |
beln'e’,” asd Mr Stetson lald down grack, away down la Keatucky, many  of Gen. tiueiseman and Dr Vs, of |
ber knitting while she looked sbmently husdrods of miles sway | the general’s stall, served o keep him |
at the old bull cut, who had crept back | Tle-tie —tlestic —thesthc from felfilling bis intention. The ress
on the porch, and was now playing |  “They're sl together™™ Intion of the tederate b 1o |
with her ball of yarn in the most bare- The slience is oppressive; yei, all sars | break off pegolistions with Napaleon
faced manner. “Therv's Kl you know | gre siralned for fear some nows will e and advance on Paris alae influencsd
be's deacon, an’ cun pray in wmeetin'| mised  Thers goes the Morse again! | bim 1o stay with his army

‘most s well as the minlater, an'| Tie tie <tie-tio—tiotie It happeued that while in the neigh-
knows the Bible an' the Farmers' Al |  Jlow ominous the sound and how | borhood of Parls, where, from his
manac through snd through: then. he's | gugions are the sars that await it | coach he commsnded the movements
got & good head for business, too, and | gransiation. “lensine ln the lead™ | of his army, & pust of wind lore the
ean drive as sharp & bargnin down W[ Tietictic  ““Belahazsar second ™ Tiﬁllbuhtmhh forehead When be saw

this acckdest his falthial servant
Christian Henneman, begged a shoret
leave of alwence and rode away oo «
full galiop. He wus penerally ealled
“Pipomeister” bocause he kept Tlueh-
er's clay pipos ln order. Hlncher looked
after him enviomly as he rode off. and
also aordered & horse o ride W Mont-
martre Lo oversee in person the eighty
cannons being put in pasition, with
which he planned 1o bombard aris the
next morning i the French marshals,
MelDonaid and Marmont, lingered any
lotiger in sarrendering the eaplial,

tors, for if lenzine is besten at the | While be was still there o voloe called

quarter, where will he be at the last— | from a distance to him

where, indeed
It is & miscellansons crowd that
awaits the outcome of this race, and
| moatiy a seedy looking set, which goes
= toshow that the “Looltles™ get most of
| the “ple.” A fow, however, mostly
‘ professionals, “sport wilk and
dismonds,” us the saying goes

An an (Hosiration of what a big sige
niflennoe this race means 1o some, here
stands & voung man who has bet his
entire week's salary on the favorite,
| Benzie.

What will his landiady do? Where
will bis laundry woman come lu?
| Worst of all, what will his girl think
when he fails to appear with the prom-
Ised thenter tickots®

The-tic —tie-tho —tie-tie-tie

“Same at the half;—Falmouth com-
ing fast!™

With Belshazzar in the lead and Fal-
mouth moving up, Henzine's chances
for winning are not so fair, yet the
lookerson still hope. They will not
despair until it is entirely over,

Tie-tie—tie-tie~tie

“Falmouth at the three-quartors! "

Tie-tie-tic —"*Holuhazzar second'

Tiestie—""Henrine third! "’

The crowd still gazo at the name of
their horse, but it's o sickly hopeloss
sort of a gare, all looks of animation
or expectation having left their faces,
Buot—“Wait! "

Tie-tie —tle-tio—thetie-tle

“Falmouth in the stretch!™ Tie-tie-
tie—"Jessle G. second! " Tio-tie—"Iel
shazzar, third! "

All hope is gone. The crowd have
turned away and their fuces plainly

S0 she | whow their Isgust and chagrin,

The young man whose repulation and
next week's livelihood depend upon
lLienzine concludes that he is tired snd
takes a chair,

There's not a “tont" insight, for they
have given the “tip"—Benzine —as one
man, and so feeling thatif itisn't denth,
It will eertainly cause some harin to
stay —they vanish

Tietio—tio-tic—tie-tie-tie

“Ionzine wins!"

“What's that?"

They turn, they stare—then a shout
goes up—Saved! "

Who eares for the horne that gets the
| place? Has not Benzine won the race?
“Hurrah! Hooray!"—N. Y, World

A DESPERATE RACE.

The Ludierons Outoome of an English
Lord's BExpwrlmont.

It in snid that no man ever sacrificod
s0 much time, or so much property, on
practical or speculative sporting as the
oarl of Oxford. Amoog his experi-
ments of favey was the determination
to drive four red deer stags in a phae-
ton, lnstend of horses, and these he had
reduced to perfoct discipline for his ex-
corsions and short journeys upon the
rosl  Unfortunntely, s he was one
day driving to Newmarket, their ears
ware suluted with the ory of o pack of
hounds, which soon after crossing the
road in the rear, ecaught sight of the
“four in hand” and commenced & new
kind of chase, with “breast-high' alac-
rity.

The novelty of the soene was rich be-
yond description. In vain did his lord-
ship exert his chorioteering skill—in
vain did his welltrained grooms enor-
geticully endeavor to ride before them;
roiny, trammels and the weight of the
curringe were of no effect, for they
weont with the celerity of a whirlwind:
and this modern Phacton, in the midst
of his electrien]l vibrations of four, bid
falr to experience the fate of hix name-
sake. Luckily, however, his lordship
had been necnstomed to drive this set
of “fiery-oyed stoeds” to the inn at
Newmarkot, which was most happily
ot hand, and to this his lordship's most
foervent prayers and ejaculations had
been ardently directod. Into the yard
they bounded, to the dismay of hostiors
and stable boys, who seemed to have
lost every faculty upon the ococasion.
Here they were luckily overpowered,
and the stags, the phacton and his
!:nd-hip were sll instantaneousiy hud-

led together in & barn, just as the
hounds appeared in full ory at the gate.
=N. Y. Ledger.

~A Bad Iovestment.— Willkins —
“Life insurance isu't always s good in-
vestmont.”  Billkins—**No, not al.
ways." Willkins—"Onee 1 took out a
poliey on my father's life. And—"
Billkins—*'And how long did the old.
gentleman live?' Willkins—""Huauog it,
he lived twiee as long ns the Insurance
company.”—Yankee Hinde.

“Sir Field Marshal! Where are you™

“lHere 1| am,* thundered
mighty volee

“And here am [ called out Christian
Henneman, galloping along on the |
foam-covered horme

“Pipemeister, ‘tis you™" said Blucher,
in an astonished tone. “What do you
want? Where did you stay so long ™

“I just went for a shade for your
eyes, and here It I sald Christian,
vory earncstly, aa he handed over a
ludy's neat bonnet of green silk with a
broad beim.

“A lady's bonpet!™ erled Blucher,
“Well, what shall 1 do with t™

“l saw this afterncon, not far off,
sl a country house which we were pass-
ing, u lady with & green bonnet, and
when you sald that you must have a
shade for your eyes | at onee thought
of the green bonnet and rode to the
housa, cursed and knocked at the door
until they opened it No one lived there
but women, and they oried and lament-
od when they saw me. Well, [ told
them 1 would not hurt them, that |
snly wanted the green bonnet, and
while the women were screaming a
loor opened and the lady to whom the
house belongs came in.  She still had
her bonoet on.  Well, 1 went uptoher,
made n bow, seraped my feet and sakd:
‘Madam, please be good anough to give
me your green bonnet, for my field
muarahal has sore eyes'™

“Did tney understand your good
Mecklenburg German ™' aslved Hlucher,
smilingly, stroking his mustache.

*No, she dida"t noderstand me, but,
your excellency, I made mysel! under-
stood to her.”

“"How did you do it™

“Vary simply, excelloncy. 1 wentup
to her, pulled the bow under her chin
s0 that it eame untied, took the bonnet
by the rim, gave a little jerk and
lifted the bonoet off. | mounted the
horse with wy bonnet and here | am,

Niineher's

the German,
SOUFFLES IN VARIETY.

Mrevtions

For Propuring a PMalatab e

Brish.

“Souflles” are dishes for which ench
| ook seems to have an Individual e,
some make them wholly of eggs with
[Iinvnrmu' and swoetening; others add
milk and more or less thickening, and
this gives » rather more tender sounfila
than one made entirely of eggn A
sorflle of eggs requires the greatest!
sare In the oven, and must rise very
slowly like a moringae in order o be n
soccess; while the same dish with o lit-
tle milk ndded, and some thickening,

This is the shade for youreyes "—From I

loes not require so much care in baking
and doos not fall ax ensily after buking.
To make a simp'e souflle with milk or
arenm, beat the yo!ls of three egies with
a teaspoontal of salt and an even table-
spoonful of flour, corn stareh, ground

riee, or narrowroot—whichever you
prefor, Add to the yolks the whitos,
whioh must be beaten vory dey sl
atiff.  He careful to fold them i I
motions from slde to wide jnsten n

gircular atirring motion. Beat In oulf
s cup of eream. Have o butterod soufe
dish of tinor silver rendy. It should
be heated on top of the stove until it is
ns hot as it ean be without browning
the butter, Tura the soulle into it the
instant it is made. Set it in the oven to
bake. It will tale st lonst ten minutes.
Just before removing iV from the oven
shake a little sugar over it und serve
it the moment it is done, In the dish in
which it is baked To make n pench
souflle, pare sixripe peaches of medinm
size. Crack two of the plts for the
keornels, blanch these kernels and cut
them into strips.  Put a tablespoonful
of sugnr to each peach.  Stir this mix-
ture over the fire until the fruit is re-
duced to a jum. Mix it with the
quantity of souflle given, and bake it
rathor slowly. In case the egps ure
small it is well to add the whites of one
or two more.—N, Y, Tribune.

Very Innulting.

“Why did Miss Antique leave the ho-
tol?™

“She was insulted  Somebody asked
her if Nosh was a pretty baby. "—Jury,

—How to Retter Himsell.—Junior
Partner—*Look bhcre, old man, 1
haven't made any salt out of this con-
cern during the past yoar, and some-
thing has got W be done” Second
Partnor—""1 tell you what you might
do—withdraw froma the firm and go
out us one of our traveling salosmen.”
Clothier and Furnisher,

—Oldun—"Remember, my son,
always keep your expenses within
income.” !onr.n—"ﬂol & better
plan than that 1 propose bhcmlz
income nup to my eéxpenses.'—
apolis Journal o

E

i

—VFig Cake. —One eup
half cup butier
eup swoet milk, two

whites of four sgge
froth.  Pul layer of cake
ln the Bge. then another
more fgn Snkshing with
bake Frost the top and place
cul in bits upon the froating —Orsnge
Judd Varmer.

Uyster P —One cup flour, heap-
lug, one -lm salt, one Leaapotn
baking powder, one batier,
mwelted. onehgl! cop milk. Mix salt
and baking-powder with the flomr. Pat
the melied botter with the milk, and
stir them into the flour, mixing ss soft
as cun be handied Roll out w it the
top of the dish  Fill & doop pudding-
dish with oysters, dredge ench layer
with flour, salt, pepper and buller,
Cover with the orust, loave an air-hole
in the center and bake guickiv.—Hoe

$
i !l};‘
fape
:tf‘!l%!l

| ton Hudget.

—nly the best and Inrgest orsten
should be ehosen for frying. Dip them,
one by one, in four, then in beston egy,
season with sall and the merest dash of

| cavenne, dip again in powdersd butter

cracker and fry them in bolling hot fus,
deep enough to float & doughnut. Turn
them In frying and cook them in all
for four minutes. Drain them thor-

| oughly, lay them for & momast on

course brown paper te absorb say fat
that may cling to them, and serve them

| st onee in & folded napkinona hot dish
| secompanied by quarters of lemon and

waler-like sllces of brown bread, delut-
ily buttersd. —N. Y. Tribune.

Lheose Fingers. —A guarter of a
pound of puff paste, & pinch of salt,
two ounces of Parmesan cheese, & ton-
spoonful of cayenne; take a guarter of
a pound of puff paste, and roll itout
thin: then tuke two ounces of grated
Parmenan cheene, hall & teaspoonful of
cayenne and & pinch of sali; mix thess,
and strew the cheese over half the
paste, turn the other over it and out
with a sharp knife an inch wide and
any length you llke: bake In a quick
oven, and serve them quite hot, shak-
ing u little grated clhicese over them; no
cheese will answer exeept Parmesan:
the fingers muast be plled in o dish,
crossing ench other st right angles —
Boston Herald,

—Maked Bean Boup —~This inexpen-
sive soup s very nioe if made right. Get
niee white beans and soak one-half pint
in wanter overnight,  Deadn them in the
morning sud add three quarts of ball-
ingr water: let them simmer in a moders
nte oven for five hours; when the beans
are soft rub them through a sieve and
nidd one tablespoonful of tapiooa that
you have previounsly had soaking in
water, 1f the soup is not of the proper
consistency ndd bolling water to make
it right Salt and pepper should be
added to suit the taste. Cook half an
hour after adding seasoning and just
before removing from the stove stir in
one cupful of nice sweet cream, then
serve at once. —Prairie Farmer.

HOW TO FIT A WAIST.

some Polats of Interest to Amateur Dress-
iakers '

“Idon'tsee,” a skiliful amutonr drenss-
malker sald, “why It is that people have
such o time getting thelr dress walsts
to fit. Seems to me that the most that's
needed is a fairly aconrate oye and just
a little bit of common sense. [ went to
a professional not lopg ago—at lenst
she ealled herself so—and when she
tried on my waist that she had meas-
ured me for some time before, It was
absolutely painful to see the way she
pinched aud pulled and bothered to get
some sort of o sel to it My old dress-
mnker gave me # fow hints when she
went ont of business, and they have
beon of great value to me ever since.
She tolid me nover to begin at the shoul-
ders to fit a waist, bnt to see first that
the darts were right, then make the
waist sufficiently tight to stay in plaee;
put three or four pins in, so that it
could not slip about, then carefully
strolee the sides of the walst from the
bodice up to the shoulders, one hand in
front nnd one hand at the back. Smooth
out every wrinkle, haviog first ripped
the shoulder seams, and fasten them
lightly with u couple of pinn When
the fullnews is smoothed up to the
shounlder semms, pin them earofully in
place,  Then baste with the utmost ax-
notness.  This line enn be followed by
sewing o thrend through from side to
side, then clipping It in the middle.
The ends will be asafe guide to sew by.
“After the shoulders ure finished,
curve in the front a Httle, if the figure
permits, and almost every tignre is im-
proved by it, but take care that there
is not n bunchiness Jeft just over the
bust. Lot the corves be very alight for

slight figures; of course, plump persons
will need much more.




